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moves or stands still? It can be hung up or nailed up for
all the muzhik cares, so long as it feeds him."

" 'History of Slavery,' " read Yefim. "Is that about us?"

"No, but you'll find a chapter about Russian serfdom
in this book," said Pavel, handing him a different volume.
Yefim took it and turned it over in his hands.

"That's a thing of the past," he said indifferently, put-
ting it down.

"Have you an allotment of land?" asked Pavel.

"Sure. Me and my two brothers have four dessiatines.
All sand. Good for cleaning brass, but no good for farm-
ing." He paused for a moment. "But IVe left the land.
What's it good for? Doesn't feed you, ju^t ties you down.
I've been a farm labourer for four years. Have to do army
service in the autumn. Uncle Mikhailo says not to report.
Says they send the soldiers to kill the people nowadays.
But I think I'll go. The soldiers killed the people in the
days of Stepan Razin and Pugatchov too. It's time to put
an end to that, don't you think so?" he asked, looking at
Pavel.

"High time," answered Pavel with a smile. "But it's
not easy. You have to know what to say to the soldiers and
how to say it."

"We'll learn," said Yefim.

"If the officers find out, they may shoot you," said Pavel
with a curious glance at Yefim.

"Can't expect much mercy from them," agreed the boy
calmly, returning to his inspection of the books.

"Drink your tea, Yefim," said Rybin. "We've got to go
soon."

"All right. Is a revolution a revolt?"

Andrei came in, red and steaming from his bath, a
glum look on his face. He shook hands with Yefim without
a word, sat down next to Rybin, looked him over, and
gave a little snort.

"You don't look very cheerful. What's the trouble?"
asked Rybin, slapping him on the knee.

"Nothing special," answered the khokhoL